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HE following Poem being tranſmit- 
ted to me from an unknown Hand, 

with Liberty to ſuppreſs or publiſh 
It, my own Thoughts were e upon 
the firſt Peruſal; however, in juſt Regard to 


the conceal'd Author's Modeſty, I conſulted 


the Opmion of ſome judicious Friends, whoſe 
Opinion readily concurred with mine concern- 
ing it. The Beautics, which were every where 
ſo conſpicuous and tranſcendent, commanded 
a joint Conſent to the Publication. There are 
ſo many Topicks inſiſted upon and connected, 
by ſuch a natural and eaſy Trapſition, thro' 
the whole Work, that it ſeem'd to carry with 
it the Charms and Entertainments of mathema- 
tical Conſequences. The Variety of common 
Places of Poetry had confounded a common 
Genius, and rendered 1t according to the De- 
ſcription of Horace, Agri ſomnia Vana — 
ut nes pes nec caput uni reddatur forme : 
Whereas on the contrary, the Judicious Ma- 
nagement, and artificial Connection, has redu- 
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ced Variety into Coherence and Conſiſtence, 
according to that exceſſent and difficult Precept, 
S1mplex duntaxat & unum, qualis ab incepto 
proceſſerit & ſibi conſtet. — Tantum ſeries 
junqturaque pollet. It is vilible, that the Au- 
thor, like a Maſter Builder, had firſt erected 
the Frame, a d evexy where ſcoured the ſup- 
porting Parts of the Fabrick, before he pro- 
ceeded to inveſt it with the additional and or- 
namental Matter. Decoration though it be the 
beſt, is not the leaſt Task Poetry. In this 
Eſſay it is delightful and ſurprizing, to fee 
with what Dexterity the Muſe has changed her 
Pencils, from Panegyrick to Satyr, from Satyr 
to 'Paſtoral, and the tendereſt Complaints of 
a Lover; and ſo happy in the ſeveral Attempts, 
as if each were her particular Talent. Tho 
che Hansa be difficult, the Expreſſion is eaſy, 
the Senſe comprehenſive, juſt and ſtrong, and 
a Climax of Thought reſerved for every Pe- 
riod. Thus mh TX 
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Old Story treats about their Laws, 
And Parallels between them draws ; 
Where ſome have touch'd th' Effects, few told the Cauſe. 


F theſe, dear Friend, you bave enjoin'd, 
Thar I in Verſe ſhould ſpeak my Mind, / 
And tell you what I think, by'what I find. 


The Task my tim'rous Muſe diſmays, 
He ſhou'd nor be who courts not Praile, 
Conſign'd to cenſure, impotent of Bays. 


You to a dangerous Sea commit 
he crazy Bottom of my Wit, 
ich on ſome Rock or ſhunleſs Coaſt may ſplit. 


Since of the Siſters, none incline _ 
To help me in my bold Defign, 
For once, III add another to the Nine. 


To her a Mental Pray'r I frame, 
And filently invoke her Name; | 
Who could engage my Heart, may raiſe my Flame. 


Her implore, while I accuſe, 
Foe to my Love, her Aid I chuſe, 
A Tyrant Miſtreſs for a gracious Muſe. 


Verſe by her Inſpiration writ, 
Shall vex the captious Cririck's Wit, 
And like Seth's Pillars, fafe from Time ſhall fit. 


A Portion of thy Wit impart, | | 
Wit that tranſcends the Pow'r of Art, 
| Poſſeſs my Head as hou did'ſt charm my Heart. 


Tranſlate that Fury to my Brain, | 2 
Which rack'd my Breaft with ceaſeleſs Pain ; 4 
So ſhalt thou ſolve the Sin of thy Diſdain. | | 2 


That upper Region may refine 
The Fire, which heretofore cou'd ſhine, | 
But through the Miſts of Love and low Deſign, | 
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The Spirit that adorns thy Race, 
Bright Images my Number grace, 
Bright as the daz ling Bearns that deck thy Face. 


Flights juſtly ſoaring like thy Mind, 
Ll.,iike thine, be all my Thoughts refin'd; 
All of thyſelf beſtow, but Woman kind. 


Then by a ſhining faultleſs Flame, 
1 may reſtore a ſully'd Fame, 
And for Reproach, ſing Anthems to thy Name. 


Embolden'd thus with artful String, 
And tuneful Voice on tow'ring Wing, 
Firſt I of Friendſhip's Sacred Name will ſing. 


Of FRIENDSHIP. 


1 how may I tnee define, 
What Off ring bring to thy pure Shrine, 
That art in all thy Attributes divine? 


Wiſdom's great Law the wiſe Man tells, 
Center'd in Friendſhip's Boſom dwells, 
Who art all Virtue rather than excells. | 


Truth, H onour, Freedom's Friendſhip's Name 
From Heav'n the Virgin Virtue came, 
And forms the Candidates for laſting Fame, 


Mention in Holy Writ is made, 
But of two Friends, and thoſe betray'd ; 
So much of thee are guilty Kings afraid. 


Saul ſaw the Omen in the Thing, 
That was the Devil his Breaſt did ſting ; 
For who could be a Friend, might be a King. 


Job's faithleſs Friends upbraid his Life, 
And fall from Counſel into Strife, 
Which made him curſe them as he wou'd his Wife. 


The truthleſs Court thy Name mp, 
Nor art thou found in ſleepy Cells, 
Nor can'it cohabit where Detraction dwells. 


Ambition will not let thee live, 
With Love thou can'ſt not hope to thrive, 
The Jealous, at firſt Sight, thy Death contrive. 


Scarce doſt thou bleſs the nuptial Bed, 
Pale Envy with her ſnaky Head, 
And Bane of Baſilisk, reflects thee dead. 


The avaritious fly thy Sight, £4, | | \ 

As Birds of Darkneſs ſhun the Light, 
And Cowardice of all Things kills thee quite. 
| |  , RL ; 
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What art thou then, that art ſo rare? 1 
Whoſe Parts lie ſcatter d here and there, 
And ſcarce a Kingdom yields a ſpotleſs Pair. 


Old Poets did thy Picture draw, 
1 But what they writ they never ſaw; 
4 Tis eaſier far, to make, than keep, a Law. 


Hardly by Speculation we 
Know thee, who, like Virginity, 
Haſt no Exiſtence tho' we 'give it thee. 


But do not quite my Hopes deſtroy, 
Thy Contemplation yields more Joy, 
Than all the Tranſports of the winged Boy. 


Not Time, Death, Poverty, nor Fate, 
Nor nuptial Bond, nor Love, nor Hate, 
Thy Truth can blemiſh, or thy Strengh abate. 


For Death the Body does but lay, 
To fine the courſe unyielding Clay, 
For Friendſhip's hallow'd everlaſting Day. 


But Time ſhall ceaſe, and Death ſhall die, 
And Fate the nuptial Knot untie, 
While Friendſhip ſhall invade and force the Sky, 


Friendſhip {1s Concord of the Spheres, 
Doubles our joy», divides our Fears, 
And in the Storms of Lite, our Courſe beſt ſteers. 


Fix'd Virtue, Emblem of the Poles, - 
Stiff Nature's Sovereign Law controuls, 
This joins our Bodies, that unites our Souls, 


As two white Tapers ||mpid Flame, 
Mingle their Light, and one bright Body frame, 
Tho' diſunited Matter, keep the Form and Name, 


So Friendſhip's link'd cceleftial Fire, | 
Twiſted in 3 Truth, Truſt, Deſire; 
No Flame can ſhine ſo bright, ſo high aſpire. 


While wand'ring Lights of wretched Love, 
Like waſting Meteors wavering move, 


Wich ſcatter d Beams to Earth from Heav'n above. 
The Altar which was ſaid to be 


Rais d to an unknown Diety, 
Great Socrates wou'd have inſcrib'd to thee. 


Thou canſt firſt Innocence reſtore, 


Type of what Angels wou'd explore, 
Of what we leaſt conceive, and moſt: adore. 
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Thy Birth and Lineage who can tell, 


Thy Enemies firſt peopl'd Hell, 
And 'twas thy Abſence made the bleſ'd rebel. 


Of HONOUR. 


UT Honour is thy Element, 
Honour from Gods te Heroes ſent, 
An hallowed Virtue of divine Deſcent. 


Honour, that Altars had, we know, 
Where Pagan Fools were wont to bow, 
But Heathen Oracles are filenc'd long ago.) 


Is now a Fable Phantom grown, 
In Shades and Cottages is ſhown, 


 Andto a | few religious Blockheads known. 


In Man, Wit, Valour, Beauty are, 
But ſhining Oar, that cheats the Fair, 
Honour refines, and prints his Maker's Image there. 


Piery, Prudence, Clemency, 
Fortitude, Magnanimity, 
Conſtancy, Juſtice, Liberality, 


Make the collective orient Gem. 
That dazles in a Diadem; 
And we, as Rivulets from Seas, derive from them 


Honour is ſeen by ev'ry Light, 
Like the Meridian Beams, is bright, 


Which thickeſt Clouds and Storms can ne'er convert- to Night, 


»Twas that the Trojan Hero lead, 
Through Foes and Flames, with laurell'd Head, 
That crowns the Living, and embalms the Dead. 


Who can lament in wretched Rhyme, 
Thy Loſs, rich Virtue, ſtrong, ſublime, 
Drown'd in the Dregs and Sediment of Time. 


Hear me, bright Being, where thou art, 
Thy facred Influence 1 impart, 


Vouchlaſo thy Aid, as thou haſt won my Heart. 


Give Faith unblemiſh'd to my Prince, 
Diſloyalty has no Pretence, 


No Covenant, no Cauſe can ſanctify th Offence. 


Make me religious, conſtant, wiſe, 
To Pride's Temptations cloſe my Eyes, 
Low muſt the Baſis lie, whoſe Structure ſcales the Skics. 


Coward to Wrong, to Juſtice brave, 
Let Injuries Oblivion have, 


_. To Friendſhip , to my Word a Slave. 


9 
From Syren Woman ſet me free, 


Charm'd by thy heav'nly Voice, let me 
Devote iny future Vows and Life to thee. 


Frail broken Promiſes no more 
(Made to deceive) let me deplore, 
Though he relent nor, let me not implore. 


Divert the Muſe from Love's ſoft Lays. 
Redeem the Magdalen's declining Days, 
Jo preach thy Goſpel, and to ſing thy Praiſe. 


So tho' I miſs the mighty End, 
And want this Bleſſing of a Friend, 
While I can't perfect, I my Life jhall mend. 


As when Yove's Bird, (perch'd on the Spheres) | 


Ihe Majeſty of Heav'n bears, 
And in his griping T alons Thunder wears; 


From baſking in the milky Way, 
And bai:ing on Ambraſia, 


I ſent to ſearch the lower World for Preys 


Wich Pain he heaves his lab'ring Wings, 
| Peprelſs'd by ſublunary Things 
Cf Bird-lime Earth, which to his Pinions ant 


So thou my Muſe PETE down, 
From Friendihip's high exalted Throne, 
Tranſlated to a Dungeon from a Crown, 


Art now condemn'd againſt thy Choice, 
A lower Pitch to ſet thy Voice, 
And ling a Strain thy tender Senſe annoys. 


f MARRIAGE. 


o weed the guilty Marriage Bed, 
To rake the Aſhes of the dead, 
And ſee what on that Subject may be aid. 


Marriage! Tho' Bleſſing crown'd thee firſt, 
| "Thou in thy Infancy wert curs d, 
And Jealouſy in Paradiſe was nurs'd, 


Scarce the firſt Man was well awake, 
\i hen Eve the Bonds of Wedlock brake, 
And Adam had a Rival in the Snake. 


If Michael with a flaming Sword, 
Cou'd not the ſacred Treaſure guard, 
How is he fool'd, who thinks the Blow to ward, 


Tho' Virgin Marks we may not trace, 
(Pa.n was the Fine of forfeit Grace,) 
Vet Anguiſh was the Midwife of thy Race. 


Cc 


Caine 


0 


Cain's luckleſs Birth did Blood firſt ed, 
By his curs'd Hand his Brother bled, © 
And Reprobation ſtain'd the nup-.ial Bed. 


No State ſo bleſo'd, prevents the Ill, 
Their Mother's Fraud, their Boſoms fill, 
Nor Force can tame the '] orrent of their Will. 


Not Gorgon's Head, nor Argus E; es, 
* Nor flaming Swords, nor Angel Hpies, 
Nor Fear, nor Shame (ſurpaſſing all ſutlice. 


Well did the Law with Sanctions bind 
The wedded Pair, which wif: Mankind 
Wou'sd but for ſuperſtitious tear unbind. 


For when the Fear of all is fled; 
a . And we enjoy a ſpotleſs hed, 
; Doubt will ſurvive when Jcalouly is dead, 


Of DOUBT. 


Ale ſullen Doubt, the Neſt of Care, 
Conſtant Companion of the Fair, 
Siſter to Jcalouſy, Sire of Deſpair. 


Jealouſy s led by Reaſon's Clue, 
But endleſs Evils Doubt enſue, 
For we may find them falſe, but cannot prove them true. 


Marriage, thou Curſe of mortal State, 
Canker of Life, Centef of Hate, 
That blooms with Heflings, but thy Fruit's Debate. 


Anger, Diſſimulation, Strife, 
Doubt are the Dowry of a Wi fe, 
And are entail'd upon the Leaſe of wedded Life. 


How fure are coupl'd Mortals one, 
I han when together, moſt alone, 
Could to the Touch, Taſte, Converſation. 


Who ſearches Goſpel-Truths will find, 
No nu 75 Hands in Heav'n are join'd, 
Heay'n is the Source of Joy, and Peace of Mind. 


The Ills thou threaten'ſt are roo ſure, 
Thy boaſted Joys are unſecure; 
And thou reclaim'ſt us with an empty * 


The mighty Greek when all was done, 
Yet fail'd of a ſurviving Son, 
To ſway the Pow'r his conqu'ring Arm had won. 


With better Grace th' ambitious Brave, 
11 | Had wept when he mote Worlds wou'd have, 
| To be by thee leſs bleſs'd than every Slave. 


— 
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Since thou can'ſt load us than with Shame, 


And in thy Bleſſings art ſo lame, 
We upon Cuſtom are to lay the Elame. 


Of cf 


Uſtom, Vice-Nature, God of Fools, » 
Truth's Mimick which it ridicules, 
-= Wiſdom corrects thee, or reforms thy Rules. 


Thou over all Degrees doſt re gu, 
Kings are thy Subjects, who are fa. n 
To bear the mighty Load of thy uaweildy Tran. 
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None from thy rigid Laws are free, 
* Thou rul'ſt our Fame, Love, Liberty, 4 
2 And Tyrants their beſt Tenure; hold ſrom thee. _, 
Thou by Tradition art ad<r'd, 
And (Fool'd by thy unwritten Word) 
We cruit our Satety to à treachercus Guard. 


1 | Slaves to thy Precepts, fondly we 
3 Conſide our Faith, Poſterity, 
+ To Locks where every Fool has a fale Key. 


For Subject Woman born to bear, 
Is cruſh'd beneath the Weight of Care, 
And not Temptation- proof ſhould nv Dominion ſhare. 


Wildly Love's wanton Maze they ſteer, 
With every Wind their Kancy's veer, 
Senſeleſs of Honour, while ſecure from Fear. 


Their Mother Moon their Motion guides, 
| They copy from their Kindred Tides, 
A No Banks their Will obeys, no Bounds abides. 


Their Eyes, ſuborn'd by Foreign Pay, 


Conduct their wand'ring Steps aſtray, 
* treacherous Guards the Garriſon betray. 


If naked Truth we may reveal, 
And to wile Hiſtory appeal, » 
See if their Follies do not fink the Scale. 


From Inſolence, if honeſt, free, 
If they have Wit, from Vani.y, 
Pride, Cunning, Affectation, Jealouſy ; 


From ſtrong Propenſions to fulfil 
A wayward, ſtubborn, wavering Will, 
From Female crooked Arts, a tedious Bill. 


Let the bright Ruler of the Day, 
In all his gilded Travels fay, 
If c'er he met this Woman in his Way. 


„ 
Ill ſorted human Happineſs, 


Thy pureſt Streams the Soil confeſs, : 
Like a Scotch Choice of Colours in a Dreſs. 1 


Deceiv'd by Apparitions, we bY: 7 
In Viſions of Felicity, | 1 
Dream out our Life and ſacred Liberty. 


Of LIBERTY 


Iberty, which alone can give 
A ſolid Reaſon why we live, 
Liberty, which the brave and great with Shame ſurvive. 


The wiſe Man's Wiſh, the poor Man's Wealth, 
The Cripple's Crutch, the fick Man's Health, 
Which graveſt Hypocrites enjoy by Stealth. 


_ 
Friendſhip and thou are fo ally'd, c 
Neither exiſts while they divide, 3 
To Peace the Path, to Paradiſe the Guide. þ 


Led by their Conduct, unconfin'd, 
We fail at large with Tide and Wind, 
And ſafely gratity the free-born Mind. 


May Nr the angry Ocean's Foam, 
To the Antipodes may roam, | 
And are in China or Japan at home, 


While anxious Wedlock ſtung with Cares, 
Deforms the Head with Silver Hairs, 
And damns to Poverty by giving Heirs, _—- 


—— 


The pungent Thoughts, and panick Frights, 
Which vex their Days, and haunt their Nights, 
Burn out the Balm decreed for Marriage Rites. 


? Who ſhuns thy Snare (ſecure from Shame) 
Forfeits no Freedom, Friendſhip, Fame, 
Nor gives an Hoſtage to the wav'ring Dame. 


2 


If we to Obſervation go, 
And from the Learn'd aſpire to know, 
Their ripe Remarks our ſhallow Senſe will ſhow ; 


, That when the turgid Jby is ceas'd, 
They live on Fragments of a Feaſt, 
And half their Wealth wou'd give to be releas'd. 


| . | | | Deplor'd Condition of a Slave, 
| The Let of righteous Men and brave, 
To have this Sentence writ upon their Grave: 


Here lies the willing Thirſis' Clay, 
ES. | Who never knew a happy Day, 
| | And who, the laughing World in Satyr ſay, 


After 
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After an Age of nuptial Strife, 
Spent in the Galley of a Wife 
Sunk at the lab ring Oar of weary Life. 


Of LOVE. 


O treat of Love no Rule I find, 
Numbers are ſhort, Senſe unrefin'd, 
Oh Love! thou mighty Magnet of the Mind. 


Where didſt thou find that Specious Name? 
A Fig-leat Covering to thy Shame, 
Who of half mortal Ills deſerv'ſt the Blame. 


Well did the Poets make thee blind, 
While thou with random Shafts doſt find, 
And wound the wretched half of human kind. 


Long did I wear thy irkſome Chain, 
Long in thy Service ſtrove in vain, 
Since I no Freedom purchas d by my Pain. 


Serv'd under thee a peerlef; Dame, 
So good, ſo bright, I want a Name, 
The Frailty of her Sex alone cou'd hurt the Frame. 


What Thought can reach, how wond'rous fair ? 
What Numbers count the boundleſs Care ? 
The Cauſe alone can with th' Effects compare. 


Alone in Beauty's Heav'n ſhe ſhines, 
Beauty will ſet when ſhe declines ; | 
All Virtue's drawn from her, as Metals from their Mines. 


Wonder her flowing Wit does move, 
But Magick in her Eyes we prove, 
Inſpiring Paſſion and deſpairing Love. 


Sp than the Spear Achilles wav'd, 
More his bright Shield the Trojans brav'd, 
At once adorn'd his Arm, at once the Hero ſav'd. 


No Vows I made by Love or Art, 
No Tears, Temptations or Deſert, 
Nor glowing dighs cou'd thaw the Ice about her Heart. 


What Raptures wou'd his Boſom fill, 
Bleſs'd with Poſſeſſion of the Spoil, 
Who feaſted on the Vapour of a Smile? 


Ah! Who can find defenſive Arms, 
For all the Changes of their Charms ? 
Who like the French, | 
New murd'ring Means invent to work our Harms. 


No falle Weed, nor humbleſt Dreſs, 

| But does her charming Pow'r confeſs, 
No. Joy can make her more, no Sorrow leſs, 

| wy 
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Still with Love's Spoils ſhe ſtrews the Field, 
Ye ; But never to his Law wou'd yield, "= 
> | Like Britomart with Ebon Spear and Silver Shield. 


No Mortal may with her compare, 
Not ſhe who caus'd the ten Years War, 
Was never under Cloud ſo black, ſo bright, a Star. 


No human Force, nor Charm, -nor Flame, 
Can warm her Breaſt, her Rigour tame, | 
No Verſe divine avail to melt the frozen Dame. 


Verſe, that on Numbers Wings can fly, 
And reach her Bleſſings from the Sky, 
Or find a Star to give her Immortality ; 


Or blot out Berenice's Hair, 
And plant the bright Bellinda's there, 
Than Berenice more chaſte, than Berenice more fair. 


But as ſome Saints and ſentenc'd Men 
A Tyrant's Pardon can contemn, 
Becauſe it coſts new Anguiſh to prepare again. 


So by Love's Frailty undectiv'd, 4 
I, who my Doom to Death have griev'd, ; 
Should ſcarce feel Comfprtnow, to be repriev d. i 


Hard'ned, by ſuff ring Ills, we grow, 
And forfeit Reverence which we owe; 
Thus gentleſt Streams, roo ſtreightly pent, o'erflow, 


So Kings (to 2 a Prey) | 
By graſping at deſpotick Sway, 
Have, by unrighteous Rule, taught Slaves to diſobey. 


But I revive, when I rehearſe 
Old private Wrongs, too fad for Verſe, 
While I can make my Theme the Univerſe. 


- From modern Authors, if we climb 
- ES Quite up to Story, old as Time, 
5 All Ages Annals regiſter the Crime. 


Some few Examples were of Old, 
In Fame's great Regiſter enroll'd, 
But they were never made of modern Mould. 


Who reads not Sampſon's Tale with ruth? 
Whoſe mighty Strength and manly Youth, 
Cou'd not engage the treach'rous Harlot's ruth. 


A ten Year's Siege the barb'rous Boy 
| | Laid to the Citadel of Troy, 
5 Which did at length proud Aſia's Pomp deſtroy. 


No State nor Clime thy Fury ſcape, 
Was not old Rome peopl'd by Rape? 
And did not Fove for thee transform his Shape? 


61 
The Blood are ae Vein, 


Attacks the Heart / invades the Brain, 
Whoſe Pride no Law can 


it, nor no Pow'r reſtrain. 


Our beſt Reſolves the Tyrant ſhitkes, 
To ſecret Cells his Flight he takes, 
Where he, with Vandal Fury, holy Ravage makes. 


Like Heav'ns Artillery, Beauty fo, 
Deep rooted Rocks can overthrow, 
And melt the Marrow, ere we hear the Blow. 


He ſacred Monuments unſeals, 
And under conſecrated Veils, 
The ſacrilegious Interloper ſteals. 


= The Guilt of Love rebukes the Boy, 
And tetter'd Freedom does but cloy, 
And clog the Pinions of the ſoaring Joy. 


Why keep we then this vain ado, * N | — 
| And vex our Minds with falſe and true ? . 
Are they not falſe to Truth, when true to you? 


So to the Love of mighty Kings, 
Where Gold and Pow'r but imp his Wings, 
To fly more haggard at forbidden Things. 


Not ſcepter'd Hands, nor ſacred Heads, 
Serve to ſecure their Ivory Beds 
No Faith the Traytor keeps, nor Danger dreads, 


No Truth can bribe his wand'ring Flame, 
While 'ris as eaſy to reclaim 
The wavering briny Wave, from whence his Mother came. 


Who'd cultivate thy Soil unkind, 
Foe to his Induſtry will find, 
He ſows Vexation, and but reaps the Wind. 


Foſters a Snake he ſhou'd deſtroy, 
And pays (if rightly Things we weigh) 
A Giant Penance for a Pigmy Joy. 


What Author of but common Senſe, 
To ſpeak thy Crimes, ere wants Pretence ? 
But who yet drew a Pen in thy Defence? 


What Miſchiefs doſt thou not conceive ? 
Rebellions, Perjuries contrive, 


Vet we are all content to let thee live. 


Kings, Prelates, Fools, Philoſophers, | . 

All Sects and Orders feel thy Force, | £200 
Who art the Tyrant of the Univerſe, | N 
. — 


A wild outragious Anarchy 
Thou hold'ſt, where few or none are free, 


Jayls, Gibbets, Bedlams, peopl'd are by thee, 


6 ) 
Wonder, aſſiſt me, while I grieve, 


Aſſiſt me, Faith, while I believe, 
And ſhew me how theſe Charmers ſtill deceive. 


Say, by what Witchcraft we are lead, 
* When Anthony, the Roman Head, 
Preferr'd to Empire a ſtale Strumpet's Bed? 


Why we ſuch anxious Thoughts beſtow 
On that which Brutes can better know? 


And Fools (the next of Kin) the next beſt Reaſon ſhow. 


Who can collect by Wit or Art, 
Their various ways to win a Heart? 
The ſtrong by Pleaſure fall, the weak by Smart. 


For Beauty's ſtill with Error join'd, 
As Aſpects indicate the Mind, 
So brighteſt Comets are the moſt portentous kind. 


And Wir's ſo little the Effect of Thought, 
Thar tis the Snare by which the Owner's caught, 
Bears too much Sail, or has too little Freight. 


Truant to Truth it's Truſt betrays, 
And Beauty Nature's Bent obeys, 
As fertile Countries make the fouleſt ways. 


| And when Youth's Power no more can mov 
Arts ſubſtituted Aid they prove, 


That when they cannot go, may limp to Love. 


From wither'd Age compoſe a Spell, 
With falſe Diſdains their Favours ſell, 
As periſh d Kernels have the hardeſt Shell. 


So Magick's mighty Force is ſaid 
To lie in Fragments of the Dead, 
And Charnels have by Charms ſupply'd a Lover's Bed. 


On this unhoſpitable Coaſt, 
The pious Muſe by Pity forc'd, 
In rough-built Verſe, and at her own dear Coſt, 


This Sea-mark of their Shame erects, 
To ſhew the Shallows of the Sex, 
Not ſent to ſolace, but our Life to vex. 


For Women voider yet of Senſe, 
Surprize by their Impert inence, 
Which ſhews to ſolid Wit their weak Pretence. 


Their Practice does the Flaw confeſe, 
Merit in vain may ſeek Redreſs, 
When each French fiddling Fool ſhall find Acceſß. 


Fools ſo by Nature and by Arr, 
Can pierce the Adamantine Hearr, 
As if the Feather fortified the Dart. 
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FEY 


Theſe crying Frailties we deplore, 
In vain we probe the ſpreading vore, 
In vain we preach, loſt Woman to reſtore. 


This Conduct ſhews, how they impart 
The flying Treaſure of an Heart, 
Got tho' by Chance, ſcarce kept by wond'rous Art. 


Of FEALOUST. 


ENCE Hell-born Jealouſy, we find, 
Steals in t'increaſe the Damn'd deſign d, 
Jealouſy, the Convuliion of the Mind. 


Racks, Poverty, are Kin to thee, 
Bur in the Third or | orth- Degree, 
Yer we from Love derive thy Pedigree. 


The gall-leſs Dove that shuns Debate, 
Is marry'd to hi: purple Mate, 
Provok d by Jealouſy contents to hate. 


- The flaming Shirt Alcrdes wore, 
And Rage he ſuffer'd was no more 
Than Jealouſy on Deianira's Score. 


Twelve God-like Labours to fulfil, 
Lions to tame, and Hydra's kill, 
Was leſs than to ſubdue a Woman's Will. 


E very mortal moving Thing 
Par takes thy Rage, pro-laims thee King, 
And Conſcience nam d with thee, has loſt her Sting. 


No Emphaſis in Poetry 
Will nt thy raging Energy, 
The King of Terrors is a Slave to thee. 


Let Schoolmen then, who picture Hell, | 
Hotter than Heav'n intended, tell, 
And find out there a fitter Parallel. 


Who wou'd in Virtue's Paſſage tread, 
And conſecrate his Aſhes, dead, 


Muſt fly the Fury, as a Gorgon's Head. 


Twas this infernal ugly Fiend, 
That to a Lover chang'd a Friend, 
Who knows no Mercy, and his Plagues no End. 


Soft Slumbers from my Eyelids fled 
Black waking V ifions fuld my He ad 
And palid Spectres danc'd about my Bed. 


e to recount, is to renew, 
- | Let me not the Tale purſue, | V 
To handle healing Wounds bens to bleed a-new. 1 


Unwary Friendſhips often move, 
By ſliding unſeen Paths, to e,, 
But thence to reaſcend, needs Succours from above. 
| OS 
E | Who 
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Who in that Torrid Clime ſojourns, 
To frozen Friendſhip ne'er Returns, 
Than tamely die of Cold, he rather bravely Burns. 


If Solomon, with all his Wir, 
Cou'd not his anxious Paſſion fit, 
With Hoſts of charming Means to compals it. 


If, as hid Treaſure, 'Truth he ſought, 
With mighty Rubies, wou'd have bought, 
Th' alluring Good, the Preacher ne'er had taught. 


That farther Search was a Diſeaſe, 
And ſum'd up his wiſe Sentences, 
That all was Vanity of Vanities. 


If he Two Thouſand Years ago, 
Found the deceitful Syrens ſo, 
Who took large Leave, the treach'rous Sex to know : 


Why, when the World's decrepit grown, 
When to each Fool their Shame is ſhewn, 
Shou'd wile Men wonder, or the Fate bemoan * > 


The Wiſe, the Valiant and the Young, 
The Good, the Patient and the Strong, 
Their Morals ſpeak, or facred Writ is wrong. 


Bur gentle Charity complains, 
Her tender Law my Rage reſtrains, 


And bids me ride æhe Steed with ſtreighter Reins, 


Tells me, to Raving I incline, 
That fartheſt North has ſome Sun-ſhine, 
All are not black beneath the burning Line. 


As in a Calenture's fierce Reign, 
Right Reaſon's wreſted from the Brain, 
And Men of Ills they ſuffer not, complain. 


Idly their Tongue at random roves, 
They talk of Battles, Storms and Loves, 
And on their Pillow walk in shady Groves. 


So I, if raving I have writ, 
And the ſoft Sex diſreliſh it, 
Tell em, twas utter'd in a Feaver Fit. 


A Feaver kindled by Deſpair, 
To fee Truth, Honour, Friendſhip” z Care, | 
Alike, "__ Scorn, Fraud, Folly, Falſehood, fare. 


Toy you, chaſt Muſe, it does belong, 
(Obdurate Author of my Wrong) 
To judge the Rage, and Satyr of my Qpng. 


You who had Pow'r at once to move 
My Admiration and my Love, 
To Friends an Oracle, to Foes a Dove, 


Why is this heavy Judgment ſent 
On wretched Me, who never meant, 


Or knew a Fault, but i in che Puniſhment. 
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By that dear Angel Aſpect tell, 
By what unrighteous Miracle, 
I from the Glory of your Friendſhip fell. 


Why muſt I bear this mighty Load, 
Who every Step of Honour trod, 
And woo'd you with the Worſhip of a God? 


X No flying Joys, we glean by Stealth, 
3 (Which is but Fairy winged Wealth) 
1 a Can bring a Loveſick Heart to perfect Health. 


So Lycidas, when Love was new, 
Who dreamt Clorinda cou'd be true) 
Taſted the Sweets of this Love's Hony-Dew. 


The Balm no ſooner ſaw the Day, 
But into Air crenſpir'd away, 3 
And left the dying Swain to gr.eve th' unpity'd Prey: 


On Exhalations Wings it flew, 
As did Clorinda from his View, L 
Who left lov'd Lycidas, her Loſs to rue. 


Left Lycidas to endleſs Pains, 
(The Mock, once Envy, of the Swains) 
To mourn, with Eccho, on the parhleſs Plains, 


Eccho that does his Plaints approve, 
8 : Whoſe blaſted Hopes uf promis'd Love 
Fall, like fick Feathers from a drooping Dove. 


-, How did the ſighing Lover ſtand, 
Upon the beachy barren Strand, 
And ſaw his Treaſure nathan a barb'rous Land ? 


How did ſhe make her Promiſe good, 


(Purchas'd by Tears, and ſeal'd in Blood) 
Who turn d the Ocean to a Lethe Flood? 


Who ſhall abſolve the Tyrant Dame, 
For Faults fo foul, fo full of Blame, (Fame? 
What Penance cure the Scar, what Conduct blanch the 


Oh! may ſhe never, for Miſdeeds, 
. To Heaven, when Mercy moſt ſhe needs, 
Feel half the Tythe of Smart, the feſtring Anguiſh feeds. 


What Tongue can tell the killing Smart, 
What Words, what Poetry, or Art, 
Can paint the Paſſion of a wounded Heart? 


That humble Heart you cou'd deſcend, 


To call your Favourite, and your Friend, 
A thouſand times wou'd break, ere once offend. 


That bleeding Victim of your Eyes, g 
Loves willing ſilent Sacrifice, 
A Mute unpitty'd, mangl'd Martyr, lies. 


Ah! fond, aſpiring, thoughtleſs Swain, 
Juſtly does Heaven thy Suit diſdain, 
Who for Clorinda, left ſoft Cloris to complain. 


Bur 


== a 
; . But why ſhou'd he high Heaven accuſe, 


The Cauſe th* Effect can beſt excuſe, 
Who for Clarinda, wou'd not change to chooſe ? 


Lament with Lycidas, ye Hills, 
Weep out your Waters, winding Rills, 
To furnish Tears for Lycidas his Ill. 


And ſleepy Auon by whoſe Side, 
This Infant Verſe its Feet firſt try'd, 
Wax to a rapid Stream to ſwell the Tide. 


Wia, to whom mournful Airs belong, 
| Warble with fad and ſighing Song, 
> In liquid Notes left Lycidas his Wrong. 


ut moſt the charming Philomel, - 
Invokes, who beſt can darkling tell, 
How with her filver Voice, to ſing a Lover's Knell, 


Nywpbs, that in Poets Dreams appear, 
With Cypreſs Branches, braid your Haar, 
And haſte to dreſs dead Lyc:das his Bier. 


Than Lycidas no Swain more true 
Wreaths on his moſly Pillow ſtrew, 
Woven with Willow, and the lonely Yew. 


of FLATTERT. 


HE N was not Innocence betray d? 
And Truth's fair Face black Falshood made, 
Yet where's the Man of Flattery afraid ? 


Baſe Flattery, the Bane of Kings, 
Weak Womans Snare, that ever brings 
The fouleſt Obloquy on faireſt things. 1555 


Thou ſteep Ambitions icy Way 
Doſt with falſe Lights, and Shadows lay, 
And makes the beit and braveſt Men thy Prey, 


With waxen Wings, in Search of Fame, 
They ſoar to ſeize the flying Game, 
| And often by their Fall, find, or bequeath, a Name. 


Or if the Quarry mount too faſt, 
With wanton eager heedleſs Haſte, 
They riſe, and tow'r, and leſſen till they're loſt. 


In thy unſtatutable Net, 


Ihe Great are ſure, but thou the Fry doſt get, 
Damn d our Firſt Parents, and deſtroy'ſt us Vet. . 
a 1 


Oh! Sovereign Cheat, chat can ſo long deceive, | 
Above > or we thy Law receive, © | 
Againſt ſound REaſon, Senſe and Demonſtration believe. 
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